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TWO POETS. 

Hail ! famous Dioscuri of the dawn, 

From Jove and Leda sprung, the swan's rare brood, 
(While from that other fabled egg was born 

A fairer Helen — franchised womanhood) ; 
Though, living, neither were confessed divine — 

This one, of hate the butt ; and that, of scorn ; 
Albeit bloodroyal rivals of the Nine ; — 

Else Philomel, with breast against the thorn, 
Had never breathed such music through the dark 

To make e'en sorrow's self felicitous : 
His deathless peer that mocked the shrill-voiced lark 

Swept through the azure and was lost to us : — 
Twin-stars, immortal now, I hang your sign 

Upon the prow of my unvoyaged bark. 



The Ballad of Pity 



THE BALLAD OF PITY. 

1. 

It was a maiden and her poor brotliere, 
Beneath, a stony archway they did lie : 

" Oh, I am very sick, and sister fair, 

Now fetch me bread to eat, or I shall di6'! " 

" Patience, dear heart," she muttered with a sigh ; 

" This tattered skirt first o'er thy feet I '11 fling. 

Kiss me. Now sleep awhile. I '11 stay thine hungering." 

2. 

Ah ! she is gone ; he drops his feeble head, 

The answer of her footstep dies away ; 
Alone he murmurs wearily for bread. 

Tost now in fretful slumber, while the day 

Wither'd invisibly to winter-grey ; 
No sound divides the stillness of the street. 
Save of the watchman moving on his measured beat. 

3. 

'Tis Christmas Eve — Saint Joseph's sacred thorn, 
Though web'd with rime and studs of icy rain, 

WiU. blossom ere the breaking of the dawn ; 

Kind Saint ! look down, have mercy on her pain. 
Oh, give her bread, and bring her back amain. 

The north wind packs the sinking sky with woe : 

See ! in her dark hair gleams a fallen flake of snow. 
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4, 

Onward, through crooked streets and alleys dim, 
She steps, 'neath overhanging gables, where 

Voices are heard in riot : sad and slim, 

Too early frosts had pinched her brow with care, 
And Want had ploughed deep furrows with his share ;. 

She wanders past — the chemist's purple bowl 

Flings round her oval head a glimmering aureole. 

5. 

Yet, not in crowded city was she bred, 
Nor linked to squalor from her infancy ; 

Oft, blustering March had made her blood run red, 
Her feet had chased the primrose butterfly 
Through fields that gazed upon the rolling sea ; 

Across a bridge, behind the quarried hill, 

Nestled her straw-capp'd home — the swallows haunt it still. 

6. 
The snow still whirled ; no star was seen to shine ; 
She passed a porch — the ghostly windows blazed 
With saints in brilliant robes, though feminine. 
Prisoned in sumptuous glass, by legend praised, 
Placid for evermore. Hungry, she raised 
Blue eyes, where beauty struggled with despair, 
And felt clov'n tongues of music rushing through the air: 
"When Christe was borne of Mary free, 
In Bethleheme that sweete citie, 
Angels sange there with mirthe and glee : 
In Excelsis Gloria ! 
In Excelsis Gloria ! 
In Excelsis Gloria ! " 
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7. 

■" It is the place where gladsome folk may sing 
'Mid courts of warmth and light continually, 

Ah ! hunger is an irreligious thing : 

An unclean outcast — through the doors, I see 
Bareheaded hundreds hymning piously 

Among the polished pillars crowned with bay, 

And silken banners scroU'd proclaim high holy-day." 



Gazing, she shuddered at the muffled steeple : 
" Rich mausoleum of a creed outworn ! 

O generations of down-trodden people ! 

Proud England's rose is not without its thorn ; 
Only a courtly echo, vague and lorn, 

Answers our groans. Tremble, grey parapet ! 

A time comes when the sun of despotism must set. 

9. 

" Your sweetest Angelus this Christmas night 
Eung by the sexton's hand is rung too late : 

The spell is stale ; dead, dead the old delight ; 
The cope, the chasuble, are out of date : 
Can ceremonials clothe the desolate ? 

What is an altar, if there be no fire, 

Or hoar-frost carol, chaunted by a scoffing choir?" 

10. 
She turned away. Good Angels, guide her feet ! 

She is not self-controU'd like other folk. 
She eyed a stranger wandering down the street. 

And smothered madness in her veins awoke ; 
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She plucked him softly by the sleeve, and spoke : 
"Hist! hilly-hoUy! come along o' me, 
For one and one at night make merry companie." 

11. 

" Begone ! I say, thou baggage low and vile ; 

What should I do with such an hireling? " 
She gasped, and answered with a bitter smile : 

" Master, I am a God-forsaken thing. 

Kind sir ! my brother lies a-hungering, 
Dying — fpr his sweet sake am I too bold ! " 
" Thou liest thyself, wild wench; I know the tale of old." 

12. 

" I lie ! you beast ! but men are all the same — 

Deceivers at the first, deserters after : 
You tempt a girl, then leave her to her shame. 

Her misery is turned to scorn and laughter. 

But if there be a God and an Hereafter, 
Incessant pangs shall stab j'our perjured tongues. 
And the Archangel's sword avenge our ancient wrongs." 

13. 

From heedless ears she turned — and, close at hand, 
Some folk were making merry with their kind. 

Keeping old Christmas in a Christian land ; 
Their shadows tremble on the yellow blind. 
Their wassail-voices echo down the wind. 

Long peals of laughter break upon her ears, 

They 're pledging mutual health and wealth and length of 
years. 
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14. 
Sh.e sprang away, swift as an antelope 

That, adder-stung, strives to outstrip her pain, 
And reach forgetfxilness — a fruitless hope ; 
Old memories will madden in the brain, 
A careless laugh may cut a heart in twain : 
She crossed a bridge — the swollen river under 
Glowered like th' incarnate hate, which rends each class- 
asunder. 

15. 
She stayed a little by the parapet 

That frowned upon the water's sullen flow, 
And in her bosom past and present met ; 

Mechanically she watched the flakes of snow 

Flit past and vanish in the dark below : 
Now, white as those that sleep in Paradise ; 
Now, gone to swell the flood of Earth's impurities. 

16. 
" I promised I would help thee, my brother. 

Or else a plunge might close this misery : 
Though I forbid these waves to let them smother ' 

Me, there are many ways still left to die ; 

And men for lust, if not for charity. 
Will give us food — and food is aU we crave." 
With this she crossed the bridge, humming a wanton stave. 

17. 
FuU opposite the bridge, there stood the place 
She sought — a gabled tavern long and low, 
The straw-thatched relic of a stifled race ; 
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For sign, "A "White Hart." Postboys years ago 
Would drink, and bait their horses here — but now 
No courier-breeze caught up the horn's salute : 
Mine host was gone, — his house faU'n into bad repute. 

18. 

She entered in : and there she sold herself 

For bread. No words have need to linger much, 

Or blaze in detail how the god of pelf 

Vanquished its victim ; though all know a touch 
Of honest truth can never leave a smutch. 

" The artizan must moil, the peasant delves ; 

Only the rich live on for pleasure and themselves." 

19. 

Still famished, but with silver in her palm. 

She staggered out confused with fumes of drink ; 

But wellaway ! she holds the precious charm. 
The price from which her spirit did not shrink 
To snatch her brother from the treacherous brink, 

"Where sleep drops into death without a dawn : 

"He must not wake alone in heU on Christmas-morn." 

20. 

"Ah, joy! a baker's shop." Swifter than oaf 
She entered ; sweet the dry bread smelt, although 

All is not bread that goes to make the loaf ; 
"We eat, we know not what, but angels know. 
She paid the price ; but ere she turned to go, 

A voice struck on her ears like steel on flint : 

' ' Hark ye ! young wench, this coin was never at the mint ! 
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21. 

" Come here, I say, and give me back the bread ; 

Your money 's worthless." " Mistress, 'twas but chance ; 

By God ! I knew it not ; so smite me dead, 
If I did aught except in ignorance , 
'Twas given to me to make the devil dance ! " 

Delirious grew her gaze, speech lorn of sense, 

Down madness runs the very pith of eloquence. 

22. 

The poor can with the poor best sympathise : 

"There, take it, and begone, poor thing ! " she cried. 

The girl made answer with her grateful eyes. 

And chuckled, and was gone. Once more outside, 
Sport of the riotous storm, without a guide. 

Like some wUd gull, when boisterous blasts assaU, 

Darkling, with hair blown back, she flew against the gale. 

23. 
She wrestled forward at a feverish pace. 

While multitudinous flakes of mazy snow 
Stifled her hair, and muttered in her face ; 
Fancies and faces buried long ago. 
Like phantom-fireflies in a mirage glow, 
Kept masquerading gaily through her brain ; 
Dead ditties touch'd her ears ; she laughed, and hummed 
a strain : 

24. 

" Oh, the meadow is white with daisies ; 

Hark ! the thrushes, how they sing ; 
Songs of praise the lark upraises ; 

Cuckoo answers, ' It is spring.' 
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Sweet my heart, did the nettle sting you ? 

See ! a dockleaf growing here ; 
'Tis a tune all lovers sing to, 

' Hurt and Heal are neighbours near.' " 

25. 

E'en if a man have honour, health, and friends, 
Life is not thornless. "What then the distress 

When all is lost that might have made amends ? 
To be alone in a sude wilderness, 
Eobb'd of the consolation pity lends ! 

She clenched her hands beneath her shawl. " Bereft ? 

Alone ? No, no — a brother's sympathy is left." 

26. 

" Sweet is the love of sister and of brother. 

Souls that emerged through the same mystic door : 

By nature trained to cling to one another. 
Tempests but twine them closer evermore ; 
My life for his." She laughed, as if to smother 

A horrid thought. With hands together prest, 

She thrilled, and locked the loaf tight to her shrunken 
breast. 

27. 

At length she reached the archway. Kneeling down 
In the deep snow, she kiss'd the sufferer's cheek : 

" Hunger no more, dear heart, nor weep alone ; 
I have come back. See! here is bread. Wake! Speak!" 
She shriek'd. The midnight answered with a moan. 

She raised him to his feet. The frantic blood 

Leapt to her heart. He slipp'd, and fell back with a thud. 
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28. 

All niglit she nursed the dumb hoj in her arms, 
Until the stiffening clay froze to her breast, 

And stooping, croon'd : much as a mother -warms 
And winds her -wailing little one to rest ; 
Until the sky flushed in the conscious east, 

"Knowing the advent ; but the sun no less, 

At length burst through the clouds with glorious suddenness. 

29. 

Oazing, she stifily rose, till at full height, 

Godlike she stood, scape-goat of man's disdain. 

" Suffering has taught me much this solemn night; 
Sorrow like mine will not be known again, 
Though sorrow never yet was borne in vain : 

"Woman and man in years that are to be 

Shall poise anew the scales of social equity." 

30. 

She fell, and claspt the corpse — as long ago 

"When children, cuddling, they would sink to sleep. 

And, like some chisell'd masterpiece of woe 
That makes our momentary miseries cheap, 
These lost babes covered up with leaves of snow. 

The watchman found upon his homeward way ; 

And strangers roll'd them in one shroud on Christmas-day. 
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A VILLAGE PASTOEAL. 

1. 
My father came of gentlefolk 

Whose ancestors were Puritan, 
And aU who listened when he spoke 

Could pledge him for an honest man ; 
His mirth was hearty, and his joke 

Smacked of the old Palernian. 

2. 

My mother died when I was young. 
Too young to feel a real distress : 

'Tis sad a mother's only son 

Should never know her tenderness ; 

Her name is seldom on my tongue, 
But not because I love her less. 

3. 
Our little church was loved ; for each 

Would quit the plough, or drop his tool, 
To hear my father pray and preach. 

And magnify the golden rule : 
And every Sunday he would teach 

His scholars in our village school. 

4. 
On winter evenings, when the cold 

Had clenched in ice the water's flow. 
And when the year grew pinched and old, 

The pastor and myself would go. 
Skirting the stark and muffled wold. 

With creaking lantern through the snow. 
2 
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In summer, ere the harvest-queen 

Would take her reaping-hook in hand, 

My father on his staff would lean 
And gaze across the meadow-land, 

And think of all that might have been. 
And all that he had fondly planned. 

6. 
But I was young, and in my blood 

Ean the warm promise of the spring : 
I saw a faun in every wood. 

And never nettle had a sting. 
And every meadow had its mood. 

And every field a fairy-ring. 

7. 

Mere breathing was a kind of bliss, 
Dryads were round me in my walk, 

Melodious thoughts I could not miss, 
Nor sweet companions for my talk, 

And I have stopped to stoop and kiss 
The cowslip on its fleecy stalk. 



I saw the sun's capacious eye. 
Sole as a Cyclops, sink to rest ; 

I saw the stars shine in the sky. 
And sUence fill the perfect West : 

Amid such rural majesty. 

Majestic thought inflamed my breast. 
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9. 

I was a fool — I know it now ; 

But yet those hours were not misspent : 
A man is meant to fail and grow, 

And struggle with his discontent ; 
To-day e'en, when the sun is low, 

I feel we wait for some event. 

10. 

!For when the branches, whispering, shake 

Their scented blossoms, and repose 
Eeddens the western clouds, that take 

Light and enchantment from the rose ; 
A dreamer, with his soul awake, 

I feel which way the spirit flows. 

11. 

The crowded square — the hallowed spire : 

There are who only love the town, 
Who never heard a woodland choir 

In Autumn when the leaves are brown 
Sing, 'mid a sea of pomp and fire. 

What time the massive sun goes down. 

12". 

Nor when the planets interlace 

Broad heaven — beneath the Pleiades, 
A seven-fold harmony of grace — 

Have heard the grass sigh in the breeze, 

Nor seen the August-moon, full face. 

Hang low among the cherry trees. 
2* 
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13. 

Full many a village maid and dame, 
From mossy mill and purple loom, 

To church on Sabbath evenings came : 
And one sat in the hallowed gloom, 

Touched by the sunset's moated flame, 
Beside an old Crusader's tomb. 

14. 

Where the celestial spirits are, 
I dream of her as being born, 

Sprung like some hidden Avatar 
Beneath the fountains of the morn, 

Pale as a mid-day moon, a star 

Drowned in the flood of rising dawn. 

15. 

Hush ! Do I babble ? But it seems 
(Here where the past and future meet) 

That all of us are wandering beams. 
Or shadows on a magic sheet 

That flash and disappear, like gleams 
Of dj'ing light on fields of wheat. 

16. 

Spring winds and waters of the dell 
Can loose the lily's maiden whorl. 

Bold divers make the ocean shell 
Unfold the secret of its pearl ; 

But where 's the wizard and the spell 
To woo the bosom of a girl ? 
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17. 



About her throat, or just below, 
(The darling of some graver's art) 

She wore an oval cameo 

That marked the breathings of her heart ; 

'Twas set with tiny torquoise, though 
One azure truant ceased to dart. 



18. 

"Joy! joy! " the birds were singing, "live 
And love, and love and live, sweet pair ; 

Come, take the gift we careless give, 
And let delight be all your care ; 

We offer love to all who live, 

And all things living have their share. 



19. 

" Joy ! joy ! all mortals now rejoice, 
Love is the only life to lead ; 

Each leaf calls ' love ' with liquid voice, 
Love lurks beneath the meanest weel ; 

We building birds now make our choice. 
Love is the first and only need." 

(Oh, fathom deep is God's blue sky. 
And rich the roses of the South ; 

But deeper is a maiden's eye. 

And richer far a maiden's mouth.) 
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20. 
Ai. well ! we could not but obey 

(Wbo yet lamented that be did?), 
Though love may linger but a day — 

Heaven was not built to be the lid 
Of hell, though blue may turn to grey — 

Our lips grew eloquent amid 
The mirth and madness of the May. 

21. 
I found a gem in slag and shale, 

A treasure hidden 'neath flint and shard, 
An Argosy, with laughing sail, 

Laden with musk and fragrant nard : 
Her soul looked through her fleecy veil, 

And watched me with divine regard. 

22. 
A purer bosom never breathed 

The sigh that bids a lover yearn ; 
To her some meteor had bequeathed 

Fire that in sympathy could burn. 
And she had smiles she seldom wreathed 

Prom which no wiU of mine could turn. 

23. 

Fairies might surely hide among 
The shadows of her hazel hair ; 

And oh ! the music of her tongue 
Was like a tide of southern air. 

That sweeps the whole world into song 
And wins a welcome everywhere. 
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24. 

The spell of English landscape grew 

Incarnate in her symmetry ; 
The speU of daisies and of dew, 

Of twilight streams, and reverie : 
Like some tall blade of grass, she knew 

The grace of bending modesty; 

25. 

Change, change — all change — and while we live 

Such is the music's srfd refrain : 
" The power that is so glad to give 

Is sure to take away again ; 
Sorrow itself is fugitive, 

And joy is joy because of pain." 

26. 

I cannot trace the time, or what 

First brought the blight that made her ail ; 
But, like a meek forget-me-not. 

She silently grew thin and pale. 
Until she could not hide the spot 

That burnt each cheek beneath her veil. 

27. 

Her gazing eyes grew calm and clear. 

And mellow as the hunter's moon ; 
And two large rain-rings, black and drear, 

Framed the blue windows. Soon, too soon, 
We saw the mystic hand appear 

That ushered night instead of noon. 
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28. 
Night — night, unfathomably dark ! 

No plummet sounds that hungry deep : 
A sea whereon we all embark, 

Though lovers laugh and prophets weep. 
Yet dawn will still inspire the lark, 

And call the swallow from her sleep. 

29. 

Ah me ! to-day, as in a dream, 

I pass the little stile that led 
Across the coppice and the stream, 

"Where youth had yearned and love had bled : 
To-day, the meadows somehow seem 

To gather beauty from the dead. 

30. 

The phantom blossoms softly fall 
Upon my face upturned in tears : 

Like Isaac in the pastoral, 

I meet my love at twilight — ^years 

Or death hold not our love in thrall — 
I speak to her, and lo ! she hears. 

31. 

The crescent moon wanes, and a wind 
Plays softly through the sleepy corn ; 

The distant clouds that swim behind, 
Grow conscious of a coming dawn. 

" coming Dawn, be thou more kind 
To other lovers less forlorn." 
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RURAL LIFE IN ENGLAND. 

Dedicated to Democratic America, and Walt Whit- 
man in particular, by their brother democrat, John Self, 
rhapsodist. 

1. 

I 'll tell you how our village looks 

In England at the summer prime ; 
My knowledge is not gleaned from books 

Or abstract thoughts of the sublime : 
No ; but by communing and prayer — 

From hour to hour, from day to day. 

During the magic month of May — 
With Nature in the open air. 



2. 

E'en now the bursting blaze of gold 
Blinds my weak eyes with dizziness : 

I see the champaign, fold on fold, 
Panting with bliss and loveliness. 

England ! dear garden of the North, 
Whose sons are feudal, silent, proud, 
Lords of the earth by all allowed, — 

She rears them here and flings them forth. 



26 The Ballad of Pity 



At dawn— the window open wide — 
The thrush, the cuckoo, and the lark. 

By many a singer deified. 

Are heard in every field and park. 

No touch of grief is in their tone ; 
But should you hear the nightingale 
Plead low to the stars, and pause, and wail. 

You 'd feel how men stUl suffer wrong. 



In May, the chestnut's stalwart bough 
Builds up its pyramid of light. 

The first to leaf, the first to strow 
Its sailing petals left and right, 

The bower of many a missel thrush. 
Then, too, the lilac, white and grey. 
Bursts, blossoms, weeps, and fades away. 

Scenting the air at sunset-flush. 



5. 

I see the red-roof'd cottages : 

The smoke curls up — how blue and straight ! 
" To-morrow will be fine," it says. 

Or should be fine ; at any rate 
'Tis better not to dogmatise. 

The swallows skim the cattle-pool, 

Where cows are standing sleek and cool, 
Flicking their tails to scare the flies. 
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There is a fragrant smell of milk^ 

Mingled witli wafts of wild dog-rose, 
Sweeter to me than all the silk 

In which iny scented lady goes. 
Where is the city's boasted charm ? 

Take all the treasures of the realm ; 

Give me a hawthorn and an elm, 
And health upon an English farm. 



7. 

The villagers, when work is done, 

And when the thickening twilight lends 

A beauty to the setting sun. 
Loiter around the corner ends. 

Smoking and gossiping at ease : 

Their brains are never overwrought 
Or harassed with religious thought ; 

They live and die in frugal peace. 



8. 

The sombre yew trees close at hand. 
That guard the barrows of the dead. 

Preach lessons all can understand. 

Though beauty robs them of their dread : 

The common course, the common fate. 

The churchyard grass is wet with showers, 
And bees are busy in the flowers 

That mark the term of man's estate. 
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Deatli stamps a prescient majesty 
Even upon the brow of "Want ; 

Death binds by ties ol sympathy 
The learned and the ignorant : 

The proud Patrician lined with gold, 
The peasant labourer in his blouse, 
Meet, massed in Death's impartial house, 

And recognise a common mould. 

10. 

The pride of race is being spent, 

Democracy is taking shape, 
And he who boasts of long descent 

Is only nearer to the ape. 
Let brother take his brother's hand. 

And own we are of equal stock : 

Nature can build a rampart rock 
By welding grains of simple sand. 

11. 

What makes the splendour of the field ? 

'Tis not a solitary flower : 
The waste of time to which men yield. 

Lies not in any single hour : 
A drop of rain is not a shower. 

A man, be he however proud. 

Is still but one among a crowd : 
It is the mass that makes the power. 
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12. 

Many a half-hour one may pass, 

Stretched in the meadow at full ease, 
Amid a countless sea of grass, 

Slow undulating- in the breeze : 
Imagination unconfined. 

Here proudly mounts where "Will may lead ; 

Can make a cloud an Arab steed. 
And gallop with the rushing wind. 



13. 

A touch of Nature's magic wand 

Moves thoughts of manlier majesty 
Than all the learning of the land : 

Simplicity 's enough for me — 
To catch the wild lark's morning call, 

Or take a solitary jaunt 

To hear, beneath some leafy haunt. 
The streamlet's flowing madrigal. 



14. 

A. scholar, by no fault of mine, 

I 've grown, in spite of detestation ; 

Por every year since I was nine, 
I 've had a damned examination. 

Farewell to pedagogues a>nd crammers ; 
My ultimatum now is this : 
There is more culture in a kiss 

Than in the lexicons and grammers. 
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15. 

Long, long — too long — I 've felt the weight 

Upon me of the cultured age ; 
Now, with a shout, I spring elate, 

And claim my lawful heritage. 
Let poets file their dainty words, 

And filigree their Watteau-phrases ; 

I sit and wanton with the birds. 
And sing among the summer daisies. 

16. 

Nature, divinest Mother, so 

May strength with undisturbed repose 

Attend me wheresoe'er I go. 

And calmness bring at evening close; 

And grant, ere thy enshadowing wing 
Close o'er the twUight of my days, 
That I once more may sing thy praise 

With worthier imagining. 
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THE LADY ISABEL. 

"My lady issn't at all weU; she is alwus a-lockin' of 
herself up in her room, and reeding and writin'. i saw 
her through the key -hole. It 's a junnel or summat — i 
hawent seen it yet ; hut will 'rite you all about it as soon 
as I can. mister jeames says summat is 'rong. She is 
a-goin to Brighton nex week, i expect, when i shall have 
a more convenient opportewnity for ritin and perewsing 
it — the junnel, I mene." 

(Extract from the letter of a domestic servant. ) 

1. 

Oh, how I hate the noisy street, 

The made-up face, the faithless eyes. 

The hoUow lips that wreathe deceit, 
The gilded sneer, the feigned surprise! 

Oh, what a tragedy it is ! 

What mockery it all presents ! — 
The welcome and the compliments, 

The laughter, the unholy kiss. 

2. 
At least this page shall speak the truth, 

I to myself will weave no lie ; 
A curse has withered up my youth, 

There is none wretcheder than I. 
"Why did he come, my God ? and yet, 

While love is love, and passion rules, 

Men wiU be weak, and women fools, 
And life be wasted in regret. 
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secret page, I will rebel, 
Slow misery consumes me up : 

Eaw, Btinging gall, and wine of hell, 
Fill to the full my marriage cup. 

1 loathe the light ; and yet I must 
Assume the love I do not feel. 

And turn my heart to flint and steel : 
Would I were dead, and deep in dust ! 



4. 

'Tis well to be a noble bom, 

To boast a titled coronet, 
To hold the common crowd in scorn ; 

But we are men and women yet ; 
Human : and we have passions. Death 

Hates king and churl aHke. And as 

For blood and lineage — let it pass : 
A cesspool welters underneath. 



5. 

For all we have is wealth and ease 

For jealousies to gnaw within, 
A canting piety that sees 

But does not dare rebuke the sin. 
Our priests as complaisant and sleek. 

They shut their eyes, and are preferred ; 

They jest and marry, while the Word 
Of God is blasphemed every week. 
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Why do I rave ? — it is no good ; 

"WIlo can untie the ghastly knot ? 
"What hand wash out the baneful blot ? 

I mourn. I am not understood. 
Will no one rise to feel our want, 

Cast down the tyrant from his throne, 

Engrave ag^in the blocks of stone. 
And give us a new covenant ? 



The very dust beneath my feet 

WiU blow abroad my evil fame, 
And at the corners of the street 

They will be whispering my name : — 
The scandal few are doomed to lose — 

The very menials who eat 

My bread look conscious, and repeat 
T'rom lip to lip the lying news. 



This doth not mend to-day; ah! no: 
To-morrow, too, it doth not mend : 

And month and month may come and go, 
This sorrow only finds no friend. 

^Tis like a cancer, dark and sore, 
That eats into the very bone, 
And hardens flesh and blood to stone, 

Slowly consuming more and more. 
3 
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9. 

This Socialism grows apace! 

What of it ? We are on the brink 
Of some revolt that will efEace 

The cruel social code, some think. 
Bah ! 'tis a bubble that will burst 

In blood and venom Uke the rest, 

A dream that wrongs can be redressed : 
The Maker must remake man first. 



10. 

The Maker — ah ! to Him I prayed 

While knees grew numb, eyes blind with tears : 
Alas ! my heart was overlaid 

With thoughts too human for His ears : 
He is unchangeable and sure. 

Irrevocably stern and just ; 

He bids us suffer what we must, 
And knows what women can endure. 



11. 

I will, I must conceal it stUl, 

And play the winning hypocrite : 

Cling to Him smiling, do His will 
All the long day — and for the night- 

Hell ! withering love ! weft 
Wov'n by a frail deceitful woman. 
Think you that I am superhuman ? 

1 have a conscience somewhere left. 
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12. 

Love, Love, — of -whom 'tis sin to think, 
Even to dream a little, — ^feign 

My lips are maiden, ere I shrink 
Into self -consciousness again : 

I must not see thee, no, no more ; 

Henceforth I will be strange and cold, 
Grow passionless, and plain and old 

And let thee pass for evermore. 

13. 

How little once I dreamt I should 

Be wife of such an honoured hearth ! 
My motherhood — this motherhood 

Listen ! a footstep on the path — 
A laugh. That laugh smites like a rod. 
hellish Heaven while passion rules, 
And men are weak and women fools. 
What both ! — and arm-in-arm ! God ! 



3 * 
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WELT-SCHMEEZ. 

1. 
Immortal man needs inward comforting — 
Too feverish is he, and too overwrought : 
So with set purpose and with reasoning, 
Welding the solid masonry of thought 
Hewn from the quarry of chaotic doubt, 
"With passionate impulse and delusive dream, 
Though tentative, yet with self-mastery 
Enough to mould these elements which float 
Around me, pressing on tumultuously, 
Demanding audience— I build my theme. 

2. 
I sing not of the summer, nor of spring, 
"When Nature keeps her ancient carnival 
In revels innocent ; when woodlands ring 
"With melody, and sunshine gladdens all. 
Of wind, and slanting rain, and lifting skies. 
And aU they quicken by their mighty powers 
In field or cavern — when on orange wing. 
Those breathing incarnations of the flowers, 
Elush from the shell, the eddying butterflies. 
Mingle from mead to mead — I do not sing. 

3. 
Man made philosophy ; but Spirit, man : 
That I can grasp, and tell the reason why 
But Spirit is most terrible, and can 
Bewitch me like a sorceress. I cry. 
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I struggle fruitlessly, and call in vain 
To Reason and Intelligence ; not strong 
Enough are they to save me from her thrall. 
Or if I worst her once, she comes again 
With breath of marvellous sweetness, till I long 
To wring the speU from her, or yield her all. 



The Spirit of the world is very dark : 

Erst have I deemed her ruthless, bloody, blind. 

Deluding us from aiming at the mark 

Of our true purposes ; but now I find 

Her open mockery is secret love. 

See ! with what sounding pomp and proud display 

Antagonistic monarchs of the earth 

Marshal to slaughter in the light of day ; 

But if there chance the advent of a birth, 

She creeps by stealth into her sacred grove. 



5. 

So have I, ere now, met with many an one 

Who spake with open candour of his vice, 

But blushed to have his deeds of kindness known; 

Would keep them well concealed at any price. 

And hated gratitude. Destruction goes 

Thundering with tongue of brass her works abroad — 

An eloquence that terrifies the weak ; — 

But though she does not brag of fire or sword, 

Truth has her silent victories, and sows 

The leaven of her purpose in the meek. 
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The growth of things is more mysterious 
Than their solution : we can watch decay 
Through all its stages ; but it taxes us 
To find the spirit of the fields of May, 
That shy recluse eludes us. Men have found 
Ten thousand ways of death, — of life, but one. 
Man can make Man alone ; but he has power 
To slay whate'er he lust that treads the ground, 
Or swims, or flies ; — and yet the aU-seeing sun 
Knds Life and Death weU-balanced every hour. 



7. 

Is it mere paradox that nothing dies ? 
There is one universal element 
Of spiritual matter which defies 
The chemist's crucible ; and it is blent 
Into a million shapes and figures, each 
Differing in semblance, but at heart the same. 
Though changing evermore : as from one block 
(Perchance an elm-tree or a shady beech) 
Men hew a coffin and a weathercock. 
And call each object by a different name. 



8. 

There is no single code of right or wrong : 
Nothing is evil, but man made it so ; 
The stateliest measures of a poet's tongue 
Are meaningless to one who does not know 
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The speech, he utters : all lies in the wiU, 
"We make our world, abstractions govern aU, 
The soul is its lone judge, and our ideas 
Mould objects fluent to the fancy: — still 
Human philosophy dissolves in tears. 
And reason is too often passion's thrall. 



9. 

Oh, for the wonder of new alchemy. 

To touch the gross-grained world and make it feel 

The marvels that it is so slow to see ! 

Oh, for the harp of Orpheus, that might steal 

Men's hearts from sorrow and the lust of gold ! 

Oh, if they would but guide the will aright ! 

But what am I ? the spectre at a feast — 

A shadow wandering in the starless cold. 

Sharing alone a sorrow and delight 

Given me by God — the least among the least. 



10. 

Yet, am I useless, ye mighty dead ? 
Will ye not justify me when I die ? 
Arise ! rebuke them. Is it true ye shed 
Your blood in vain, and raised an idle cry. 
An echo pausing in the ghostly halls 
Of life, and vanishing , in sepulchres ? 
Is it a corpse that I must, galvanise ? 
God will create new i-hings ; my spirit calls 
To that smaU remnant of the just, whose eyes 
Are fixed in hope upon the future years. 
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11. 

Was it for nothmg that those singers died, 
Still marching through the sands of Pessimism, 
Heroic pioneers without a guide, 
Dauntless in doubt — whose faith was dubbed a schism 
By congregations ? How my hot heart bleeds 
To see them lying in the trenches there : 
Arnold, whose voice blent magic with despair ; 
Eliot, of massive mould ; and Clough, who chewed 
The bitter olive of doubt ; and those whose creeds 
Moved only scorn among the multitude ! 



12. 

They perished without offspring ? Think you, then. 

One golden seed of thought can die in vain ? 

There must be revolutions among men 

Before they build the fane of faith again. 

Our nation stands upon the topless tower 

Of wealth : no further step is possible 

In worldly things : around us is the air, 

And deep abysms below ; dark carrion scour 

Th' horizon, ready, if we chance to fall ; 

Yet we may mount still higher if we dare. 



13. 

We still may mount, but not on wings of dross ; 
All rests upon the strength with which we meet 
The inward revelation and the loss : 
To-day God bids us stand upon our feet. 
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Discarding the old crutches which have served 
To prop the centuries — grown needless now — 
The Age of Jewish Prophecy is past. 
"We spread our hands abroad, and we are nerved 
To struggle on like those who slumber low : 
We are not first, nor shall we be the last. 

14. 

All is becoming : nothing yet is plain ; 

Eeligions are like spots upon the sun 

Of God's truth, still unsearchable ; creeds wane 

And sink in ashes when their day is done : 

A stelled Titan in its sepulchre. 

Whose prisoned beams know not expansiveness. 

Yet gleam th' intenser by that limitation ; 

So inspiration centred in a nation 

That hugged itself in fierce exclusiveness : 

When dayhght comes, the planets disappear. 
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AN INVOCATION. 

What ! call thee back to memory again, 
Once more before we bid a last adieu, 
Once more before tbe gates of Paradise 
Close, and I pass the portals of my youth ? 

I tread the old enchanted fields again, 
I pass the space of years for the last time ; 
For the last time I take my willow-wand 
To fetch thee from the grave Plutonian moat 
Where thou art loitering, or haply liest 
In pleasant meadow-land asleep, alive 
With surer knowledge of the ways of truth. 
Awake ! and look upon thine earthly friend 
Who loves thee yet, and would again behold 
A vision of the first he ever loved. 

He rises like a naiad from a spring — 
Hung round with roses white, and daffodils. 
And water-lilies overtwined with briars. 
And trailing suckle sweeter than the comb : 
Oh happy incarnation of the Spring ! 

A boy, wilful as April shower, he stands, 

Frail as a linnet, lithe as rustling snake, 

Though fired with haughty hope and love of fame : 

A stripling, agate eyed, with lips compressed, 

Full formed for kissing, yet with proud reserve. 

Curved half imperious, half questioning, 

'Neath hair that fain would hide the forehead's sweep. 
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Oh, how I loved thee ! how the lyric founts 
Welled up from depths unseen with gazing on 
That fair, doomed form where Death already dwelt 

The minster clock is- tolling ; the old town 
Lies in a dull June haze ; the cloisters, 
"Worn down by hare-foot monk, are quiet now ; 
The pUlars stand a-dreaming of the hands 
That fashioned them, and lie beneath the aisle 
Hushed in the last deep sleep ; the altar dome. 
Tipped with the flame of mediseval saint, 
In stained window burnt, is radiant 
With the romance of long-forgotten art : 
Even the organ 's dumb — 

Oh, come away! 

Young hearts were made for nature, not for Art : 
The willow and the winding river brim, 
The flowers and marshy flags and marigolds. 
And aU the thousand winged things of life 
Must be our playmates, our delight, till dusk 
Draw down the sun to visit other lands. 

And when the sun draws down his noble prey, 
And bells ring out in twilight, and the mist 
Creeps like a grey witch from the river bed. 
And flies dream in the sedges, and the bats 
Flit round the cloister eves, where monks once trod. 
And wondered on the world they knew not — 

boy-heart, 
That lived once, and I loved not once but aye. 
Life dies, love lives, life's punishment is death, 
B.ut love's award is more love — 

Let us love. 
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Not with the old half torture, half delight, 
But with the new-fledged spirit after death. 
When Autumn took thee with the russet leaves. 
Spring did not fail next year ; hut oh, it came 
(To me, at least) without the lark's wild strain 
Of triumph : When the lead had lapp'd thee in. 
The thrush would something dull his morning caU., 
The eagle moulted then his finest plume ; 
Then grew on me a love of shaded nooks. 
Of hazel copses, lawns of tender grass. 
Oak-sheltered, deep-secluded from the winds ; 
Then grew on me a sadder sympathy, 
A less pugnacious vehemence, a hope 
Tempered by loss, a radiance dimmed with tears. 
Soul of my youth ! return ; for not in tears 
Now for the rampart of my youth I call, 
But in a spirit quickset for the truth. 
To bear loss upon loss, and lift my head 
Sane 'mid the raging surf. Soul of my youth I 
"N^Tiat times were those, when half an animal. 
In full enjoyment of my waking spirit, 
But still afraid of the great power I felt, 
I followed thee, death-sealed boy, in awe : 
Such powers sat in the presence of thy brows, 
So deep thine eyes with meaning. 

Hail! aU hail! 
If in the chambers of the other world 
There be some chink for audience, let the stars 
Carry my welcome. 

The earth holds thy frame. 
The dread All-Mother called thee long ago ; 
She needed thy most precious elements 
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To permeate tlie Spring with, to endow 
The rose with deeper passion, and to steep 
All flowers in richer incense. 

But thy fame 
Eemains : I sing thy fame, and I, 
Who dare to be the framer of great hopes, 
Inherit part of thy wild vehemence. 
And claim some portion of thy spirit. Wake ! 
If in celestial colonnades the noon 
Creep o'er thee drowsy, or if larger star 
Claim thee as denizen, where evening shades 
Ne'er hang on human lids the dew of sleep — 
Yet listen : "Here, amid the solemn glooms 
Of Summer's musing beauty, I uplift 
My soul in dedication to the best. 
Lend me thy spirit, let me never die. 
Let beauty such as never flowed from man 
Issue from m^e, I claim the greatest gift. 
Help me, dead boy of beauty, bend o'er me, 
Or send a beam of splendour from the sky 
Pregnant with intuition of the truth ; 
Give me deep knowledge of the ways of life, 
And from the rose heart-petaU'd way I win 
Some gracious chant to please the minds of men, 
Awake for ever on the lips of Love." 
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A LAMENT FOE HELENA. 

1. 
MoTmif ! Helena is dead ! The Autumn fall 

Tints the warm leaves and misty knots of fruit 
Before they drop ; the shadows on the wall 
Lengthen and deepen ; like a fitful lute, 
A thin wind shakes the ivj' and the vine, 

Whose clusters never mellow 'neath our sun ; 
A restless moth hums round the flowerless lime ; 
Day sinks to death in tears — his course is run. 
Helena ! hidd'n among the vagrant shades. 
How shaU. I raise my dirge, dawn-drowned star of maids ? 

2. 
How can I sing my sorrow now thou 'rt gone ? 

But hush ! I see thy spirit as it flies 
Through the dim under-region, and my song 
Follows with faltering step my ardent eyes. 
Lo ! the stern monarchs of thy native South 

Stretch forth their arms, and half relax the frown 
Stamped on broad brow, and knitted in deep mouth, 
To greet thee as thou slowly wendest down 
The reverent files, to gain the stagnant moat : 
Swiftly, with feverish hands, they launch tSe shallow boat. 

3. 

Alone thou sailest o'er that mournful deep, 
A white moon in a duU and hungry sea, 

No sail, no rudder, though the billows creep 
And wash the crannied ark : I pray for thee ; 
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The sunburnt exiles on the hither shore 

Wonder with eager eyes and aching breath 
To watch thy figure vanish more and more, 
Sinking below the verge of suUen death ; 
Vaguely I question why the way is dark, 
But stronger hands stretch forth to meet th' approaching 
bark. 

4. 

Yea ! for a rainbow canopies the wake 

Of thy mysterious passage, and a beam 
Leaps like a cataract across the lake ; 

Transformed art thou "beyond Love's Eden dream, 
Such histre plays around thy quiet brow. 

The exiles of th' inexorable bank 
Shout weakly, " She is safe with Grod ! " And now 

I drop my dazzled ej'es, and humbly thank 
The unseen Pilot for His watchful care. 
And weep to face blank darkness, though I blindly stare. 



5. 

Gone utterly ! And I must turn away 

To charm thee back with music's golden tongue ; 
Sweet Helena ! no melodies of May, 

Nor choirs of feathered throats deep dells among. 
Can ever charm thee back ; no dreamy spell 

Build up again that visionary sight : 
Thy vestal face must burn in memory's cell. 

And yet I tremble, in the cheating night. 
Thinking thee near, desiring, but in vain; 
Thy smile is hidd'n in flowers, thy breath in scented rain. 
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6. 

If thou could' st love me still ! — ah ! unwise thought 

To wish thee here, or mutter selfish moan, — 
Through binding struggles I must fight, have fought, 

And live to stand unconquered, calm, alone. 
Yet can I raise mine eyes for comfort up. 

And read thy name carved in the scattered stars, 
Thy meekness in the moon, whose sorrowful cup 
Doth sometimes, overborne with shapeless bars 
"Of cloud on cloud, o'er- weep its patient brim : 
Not thus art thou weighed down, white rose of Seraphim ! 

7. 
And I can call thee happy, now thou 'rt dead : 

I love to think of thee as one who passed 
Untroubled through the world, whose girlish head 

Ne'er turned on sleepless pUlow, overcast 
"With phantasy or horror of mistrust ; 

But as a wood-anemone might blow 
One careless hour, then crumble into dust, 
So thou ; and yet do we not ever see 
'The whitest blossoms wither with the snow. 
And dreams alone divine love's moon of harmony ? 

8. 
Eeach from thine ark, take back the wandering dove, 

Father ! but, look ! the vision once again. 
And now thou steppest out into a cove, 

And stretchest yearning palms across the main. 
With lips low murmuring : can I catch the prayer ? 

Oh lift thy voice a little, let me hear. 
For thou art holy now as well as fair ! 
A witless echo Kghts upon mine ear, 
A vague procession winds along the shore, — 
Vanished again ? Wait — ah ! adieu for evermore ! 
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A MUSIC PICTUEE. 



1. 



Anon, the music swept 

His mind afloat beyond the reach of thought ; 
Darkness was round him, and it seemed he slept, 

Yet saw, as sleepers do, with brain amort, 
A spectacle, a thing of piteous woe, 
Effected in dark ages long ago. 



There seemed to stretch a spacious tract of land, 

Uncultivated, save of scanty plot 
Of dock and plantain — aU the rest, like sand, 

Looked dusk and desolateness ; there was not 
Vestige of human comfort — -but alone 
Stood one grey circle of gigantic stone. 

3. 

Unlifted blocks,, not hewn by human frame, 

Open to Heaven, at sacred distances. 
Equal apart, there stood ; nor sign nor name 
Was graven ; much as Antarctic. fastnesses- 
Boast mammoth icebergs of untold descent. 
They frowned — their own eternal monument. 

4 
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4. 

But husli ! was that the sough of the waking gale 
Sweeping the plain ? are the winds discontent ? 

No, it grows louder : 'tis the distant wail 
Of human voices : clearer, nearer, blent 

In crowded lamentation, through the night 

Their voices travel — see ! they trail in sight. 



A group of mantled figures lead the host : 

With folded arms they step and head inclined, 

PiUing with reverence solemn each his post ; 

They chant a death song. Stretching far behind. 

Tile heavy multitudes, breaking the grey 

Dark atmosphere, and dimly fade away. 

* 

6. 

No pa3an this : why is it no one speaks ? 

AVhat mean these low-drawn sighs, these looks supine? 
"Why do the tears roll down their withered cheeks. 

Passing beneath the lintel of that shrine ? 
Why hover on the outskirts like a cloud. 
The stricken faces of the unclean crowd ? 

7. 

Is some one dead ? Ah ! but one needs must die : 
See there ! a shrinking figure clad in snow, 

The spotless symbol of virginity. 

Above her brows a wreath of mistletoe 

Twined mystically ; her unwedded hand 

Bhuts on a flower — the lily of her land. 
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Mounting the altar, calm as that cold stone, 
Her footstool, she beheld the multitude : 

Darkness yet mercifully veUed her throne. 

Where waiting for the dawn and Death she stood. 

Measuring her butchers with defiant glance, 

The scapegoat of a nation's ignorance. 



15rief was the Druid's sacrificial prayer : 
"Lord of the Harvest, all-beholding King, 

Thy potency is present everywhere. 

Thou who in mercy send'st us everything. 

We oifer back the fairest of our race ; 

Behold, and show the brightness of thy face." 

10, 

Sudden a flash of light broke in the East ; 

It seemed a splendid spot of crimson blood ; 
It flushed her face, it fell upon her breast. 

It wrapt her murdered body as she stood, 
Naked to God. A daughter's piteous scream 
Eang 



4 * 
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FEOST FANCIES. 

1. 

Look how some delicate elf has run, 

Under the moon, on my window-pane — 

"Was it work or sport ? — while the heavy sun 
Slumhered beneath the Southern main. 

No wee red spinner could ever have spun 

Such a crystalline floor, such a tapestry skein : 

What a fine crow-quiU, what a filigree hand, 

To etch such pictures of "Wonderland ! 

2. 
An enchanted region of olden time 

It seems, where fountains of gossamer 
Flash by palaces wrought of rime, 

'Neath silver minarets hung in air, 
"Whose haunted steeples rang the chime 

Yestreen for knight and lady fair : 
By the stalks left frozen upon the pane 
I can foUow the print of their bridal train. 

3. 
"Why, now it looks like a Cabala 

Spelt ftom the Zodiac, richly scroU'd 
By filbert-fingered astrologer, 

On tiptoe for the age of gold, 
"Who watched from a tower on the Nile his star, 

And the moon's wild argosy unfold : 
A wizard — a wizard his reed has dipt 
To write such an exquisite manuscript. 
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Hist ! 'twas but fancy ; for now I can 
See fossil fragments left by chance 

Of prehistorical elfin-clan, 

With here a shoe, and there a lance, 

Eelic of feud or festival dance, 
Deep -bedded in Silurian : 

This marvellous vein is sometimes missed 

By the mallet of the geologist. 

5. 

I wander. It mocks an Arctic morn, 
And mammoth icebergs brood like fells 

'Mid an ocean where no fisherman dwells-: 
Yet a ship is there— her sails are torn. 

Her shrouds are shackled in icicles, — 
Fast bound, and terribly forlorn : 

Skies packed with snow, salt sea beneath, 

O Death ! these be thy Shibboleth. 



Alas ! the envious sun doth break 
Forth from his septentrional lair : 

All living things do start land wake ; 
My rings of rime, my fancies rare. 

As it were all a sad mistake, 
Begin to dwindle into air: 

I turn away, I look again ; 

There is only my weeping window-pane. 
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LINES WEITTEN" AFTER READING 
"A PAGEANT OF SUMMER" 

1. 
'Tis now tlie golden morning of the year ; 

For love and laughter doubtless life was made 
In June, and not for toil : real welcome here 
To th' jocund dawn : let sorrow be allayed 
Bj- generous draughts of air ; be not afraid 

To drink the dewy light — darkness is banished, 
And the last frown stamped on bald Winter's brow has 
vanished. 

2. 
Now comes the dance of shadows 'mid a maze 

Of milUon-scented flowers, which lift their faces 
To woo Apollo's kisses. Hail the daj's 

Of unalloyed delight ! In hidden places. 
All through the long-aisl'd forest's branching waj-s, 

'Neath tiles of fluttering green, the feathered choir 

Chant their antiphonal loves, and bum with happy fire. 

3. 
Let us be joyous too ! quit envy, quaff 

The nectar of the lenient gods of old, 
Man's primal gladness share ; sing, shout, and laugh : 

Where wants are few, pleasures throng manifold ; 
Nature is prodigal in June. Behold ! 

The years of gold yield up their vaunted wealth ; 

For life is riches, if the heart have hope and health. 
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4. 
Listening, I seem to feel the atmosphere, 

A living thing, flow round me ; passion streams 
From the young loins of earth ; do you ilot hear 

The meadows panting with a bliss that deems 
Nought of old age, or death, the coward^s fear ? 

There 's not a rood but thrills beneath the stress 

Of Love's creative hunger after loveliness. 

5. 

The barren winter *s silent. Summer sings 

Everj'where ! In the quick'ning breeze, the blade 

Of grass, the bursting pod, the pulse of wings ; 
The memory of this morning must not fade ; 

Can I be dumb when all the woodland rings ? 
May I not mock the elm-tree's madrigal, 
Or net the rainbow lying on the polished waterfall ? 

6. 
Stretch forth your gaze afar : 'mid rippling corn 
Still green, and where the silken poppy waves 
. Its cupola, the caUow lark, earth-born, 

Draws nurture from the soil, until he craves 
His ancient right, and leaves the nest forlorn ; 
Then trembling for a moment on his pinions. 
Shrill paean pipes, and revels through his broad 
dominions. 

7. 
Oh, happy, happy bird ! Shall theme divine 

Burst through thy throat triumphant, shall that wing 
Bound heavenward with a strength that should be mine ? 

Art thou sole songster ? Must I never- sing 
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(I — born a man, a far diviner thing — ) 

Spontaneous eulogies of joy and truth, 

And bid shy fountains play that spring from golden 
youth? 

8. 
Sorrow in June is joy ! But what is this ? 

High in the hedge a waif of laughing light : 
Did some kind pilgrim from the fields of bliss. 

In limpid colour clothed, winnowing the night, 
Or stooping down the sacred thorn to kiss, 

Leave here a fragment of her fragrant gown ? 

Howe'er it be, oh, lightly stretch and pull it down ! 

9. 

It is a rose — -the first wild rose. flower ! 

Sing me the myth that left thee so forlorn : 
How the earth brought thee forth, the subtle power 

Of spring dews nursed thee. But the lusty morn 
Chancing upon thee in a careless hour, 

Woo'd passion to thy face — till starting up 

Por shame, he changed thee to a red heart-petall'd cup. 

10. 

And now thou catchest every blight and stain, 
With aU thine inmost innocence laid bare, 

Never to fold and be a bud again. 

Or hide that rude betrayal : men will stare 

And mark each naked grace with calm disdain. 
Nor never miss thee till the summer fades. 
And mem'ry wake, when rains pelt through the ruined 
glades. 
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11. 

Sweet rose, thou art the heart of Summer ! and 

"Wilt trust the Power that made thee fair ; aye, though 
Autumn incarnadine the dank woodland, 

And winter's sunless dial fail to show 
The dumb dead hours ; thou bidd'st me understand 

That sorrow has its own felicity. 

While, oft, the soul of joy is uttered in a sigh. 

12. 
Have I offended ? Is this but a dream ? 

Or did some dying poet in his pain 
Speak it not long ago ? While I — I seem 

In sympathy to echo his refrain 
In chiming accents : this is but a gleam 

From his extinguished torch. passionate heart. 
What ! dead ? Nay, rather sevenfold summer where thou 
art. 



THE EECTOR'S DAUGHTER. 

1. 
The Rector had a lovely daughter 

In Devon, many years agone : 
In vain the gallants came to court her. 
In vain they sighed and sued and sought her. 
Their compliments flowed down like water 

Upon a silver-shouldered swan. 



/ 
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2. 

"Eileen, Eileen," tlie woods were calling, 
" Stately, golden-haired Eileen ; " 

" Eileen," the bonldered brook was brawling ; 

Idyllic cascades, leaping, falling, 

Cried : " Spring's delight is most enthralling, 
When Eileen is our guardian-queen." 

3. 

While j'ellow butterflies were flitting, 

Like primroses upon the wing, 
When bees were busy, tits a-twitting. 
Nought was so fair, and nought so fitting 
As Eileen in the orchard sitting 

Upon a mossy bench in spring. 

4. 

Her beauty brooks of no forgetting. 

To Nature's wonders so allied : 
Her eyes were like the stars at setting ; 
Her hair, a dawn of amber fretting ; 
Her lips, two bullfinches coquetting 

In bridal scarlet, side by side. 



'Twas years agone. Eileen is lying 

Beneath a strip of violet ; 
Through dell and dingle, death defjring, 
Still runs the brook ; hearts still are sighing. 
Time passes. Everything is dying ! 

Alas ! poor little marionette. 
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DIRGE OF THE PEIMROSE-MAID. 

1. 
She sleeps in dust, her soul has fled, 
Slumber has claspt that golden head ; 
Porgotten, unlamented, dead, 

She sleeps in dust. 

2. 
In shroud and vernal wreath arrayed, 
Layed silently where aU are layed, 
Dead, deep beneath the yew-tree's shade, 

A primrose-maid. 

3. 

I had a vision on my bed, 

The primrose-maiden bent her head 

Over me, as I slept, and said : 

" Dead ! who is dead ? " 

4. 
The morning sun rose in the east, 
I strained her weeping to my breast. 
And led her to the bridegroom's feast. 

My primrose-bride. 

5. 
Methought she lay within my arms. 
And angels chanting marriage psalms 
Were there, and in their hands were palms : 

It was a dream ! 
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6. 
And what are dreams to feed upon ? 
Her voice is dumb, her footstep gone, 
Shrouded she sleeps beneath the stone. 

Alone, unknown. 

7. 
Taith, only faith ! In this distress 
And bitterness of bitterness, 
I kiss this sweet long golden tress : 

God hides the rest. 



ASPIRATION. 

1, 
"What shall I ask of the setting sun 

As he dips from sight in a ring of flame ? 
Shall I ask for a loyal nation's love ? 

An immortal name ? 

2. 
^hall I ask for a touch of genius. 

To be god of a new unparallelled art? 
.Shall I ask for a prophet's inward eye, 

And his steadfast heart ? 



.Shall I ask a boon of the angel-girl 
Who lived and loved me well last year ? 

.She is dead ; but the air is very still — 
I am sure she could hear. 
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4. 
Shall I ask for another love like hers ? 

She ■would forgive me all I said ; 
For she knows the living must love the living, 

Not mourn for the dead. 

5. 

Hush ! for my star looks down from Heaven ;. 

Listen ! Genii of this spot, 
Give me the great un-nameable gift : 

Give me^I know not what ? 



BAFFLED HOPES. 

1. 

'Tis human love by which we live ; 

We have the more, the more we give ; 

I deem aU other things or false or fugitive. 

2. 

The far horizon that I saw 

And thought my future, closes o'er : 

I hear the waters heating on an unknown shore. 

3. 

I ask no prize at Fortune's hand 

To greet me in that unknown land, 

I only pray for faith that I may understand. 
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4. 
By death or malice undermined, 
One taken and one left behind, 
Love still can blossom in the kingdom of the mind. 

5. 

Cheated of what so many have — 

A failure, never once a slave — 

I bow before the consecration of the grave. 

6. 
Though Time prove false, and Fortune frown, 
No curse need rob us of our crown, 
Nor death consume the seed of life we may have sown. 

7. 
So lead me, Destiny and Fate, 
And school me to the Duty that I hate : 
To conquer where we stand, is to be truly great. 



CHEISTMAS-EVE IN GERMANY. 

1. 
It was the noon of Christmas eve : 

I had been walking on the fell. 
And coming back, I heard it strike 

Five by the big church-beU. 

2. 
Nearing the outskirts of the town, 

I leaned upon a garden rail, 
And pondered, as the sun dropt down 

The West with crimson sail. 
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3. 
And as I thought how the Christmas-years 

Ran like the river at my feet, 
I heard a group ol choristers 

Carolling in the street. 

4./ 
All in due order circle-wise, 

A sexton's lantern on the ground 
Flung hght and shadow on their eyes 

As they stood ranged around. 

5. 

Ere it grew dark, I turned to go ; 

Yet, while I turned to go, I stayed : 
The choristers sang high and low, 

And as they sang — I prayed. 

6. 
The holy hymn, the winter glow. 

The sunset's melting tenderness. 
Showered blessings soft as flakes of snow, 

Ah ! transient no less. 

7. 
"We wonder where we dare not think, 

And worship though we cannot see : 
I know I stood upon the brink 

Of some discovery. . 

8. 
Amid such sweet and bitter pain, 

A thought leapt up within my breast : 
" If God should ever come again, 

It will be from the West." 
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LINES WEITTEN ABROAD ON HEAEING OF 
BROWNING'S DEATH. 

1. 

Well ! first of all I must teU you, then, 

There is a society, or " Yerein. " 
(As they eaU it here), in Tubingen ; 

We meet on Saturdays, over wine 

And heer, at the hour of nine. 

2. 
It certainly is a curious crew 

That Fate has drifted to this far creek : 
A New Zealander and a Finn or two, 

A Swiss, and a Russian who came last week ; 
The president is a Greek. 

3. 

We have, too, a bevy of Japanese, 

Delicate students from Tokio, 
Brows slanted at forty -five degrees. 

And sallow half-pear face stewed slow. 
With pip-like eyes aglow. 

4. 
Something or other was being said. 

Suiting the time and place, I trow; 
Whatever it was, it certainly led 

To this remark : "I suppose j'ou know 
That Robert Browning is dead ? " 



And other Poems. 65 

5. 

" Is dead ! " And yet not a vaguest look 
Of concern or loss came from the crowd 

That heard these tidings, which overtook 
And wrapt my soul in a tempest-cloud : 
Browning dead — dxunb in his shroud ! 

6. 
O you from Odessa's steppes of snow, 

And beautiful Greece, the home of song, 
And you from the palace of Tokio, 

And dol'rous Finland, I do you wrong. 
How should you ever know ? 

7. 
Know that, although the moon might rise 

To lend her light to the gondoUer 
As he punted under the " Bridge of Sighs," 

Or sang, as the star of love grew clear 
In luminous southern skies, 

8. 
Browning would never wake ? Ah ! well 

Might Venetian Baldassaro creep 
Through your musical veins with prophetic spell, 

For Venice has closed your eyes to sleep, 
And toll'd your passing heU. 

9. 
"Where are you. Browning ? The world is bare, 

Ben Ezri turns his face to the wall. 
How can he speak if you are not there ? 

David the Singer is silent, and Saul 
Sinks back to his old despair. 
5 
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10. 
Men chide perhaps: "Why, it appears 

This man's account touched on fourscore — 
The farthest limit of human years — 

With strength to the end. What would you more ? 
A truce to such foolish tears." 

11. 
Well, yes, I know. And when night must set 

His expected foot on glorious June, 
And a loved one near, you would not fret : 

The longest day dies with the moon, 
'Tis futile to regret. 

12. 
Being human, I wish him hack again ; 

The longest summer is never so long 
But one feels it stop with a pang of pain. 

When the days grow short, and the thrush's song 
Misses its old refrain. 

13. 
Ah ! the loss of the magical lyre, 

The heart of hope and the hand of steel, 
The artist's patience, the line of fire, 

Faith triumphant and trumpet peal, 
Which to hear was to aspire. 

14. 
Hosanna to Heaven for such a man ! 

What do we owe to him ? Who can tell ? 
Despair grown Faith j from Chaos, Plan; 

The dry dust quickened beneath his spell, 

And he held God's winnowing-fan. 
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EDMUND ETGH. 

1. 
In Abingdon sat Edmund Rich, 

And dreamt, as the leaves turned brown, 
" Oh, I could be a great sehoMr, 

If I were in Oxford town." 

2. 

When autumn fields were wet with dew, 
He heard the wild birds singing ; 

He heard, that long white winter through, 
The convent beUs a-ringing. 

3. 

But when the rooks began to build^ 
And the hyacinth burst in flame, 

His dream revived, and his heart was filled 
With sorrow and with shame. 

4. 
" Alas ! so poor am I, and low ; 

And thou wUt help me in this plight, 
Lady Mother of God, I vow 

Myself thy heavenly knight." 

5. 

Then up and spake a worthy clerk — 
She filled his heart with pity — 

" 'Tis I will give you a silver mark 
To help you to Oxford city." 
5 * 
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6. 

And so he said, farewell that day, 

To go into the town, 
And ere the break of the first of May 

He left sweet Abingdon. 

7. 

Barefooted went the scholar -lad 
Through the morning fields alone, 

He and the meadow-lart were mad 
As he passed the last milestone. 

8. 

And then on Magdalen's narrow bridge 
He paused, and saw advancing 

A flowery ring of merry-makers 
"With horn and Maypole dancing. 



" Now, what are those white cherubim 
On the high tower eastward turning ? " 

" Oh ! they are singing a Latin hymn 
To greet the young May -morning ! " 

10. 

Into Saint Mary's porch he crept, 

Foot-blistered from the journey ; 
Then down the bl^oad High Street there swept 

A litter of laughing maidens — 
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11. 
Some festal party in brave array 

Of dimities and satins : 
The young monk turned Ms head away, 

" Not maidens now, but Matins ! " 

12. 
So at his Latin and Greek he plied 

Day and night in the monastery, 
Till at a good ripe age he died 

Archbishop of ' Canterbury ! 



IN IMO VERITAS. 

1, 

When aU around are sunk to rest. 

The birds a — roost, the sheep in pen. 
In thoughtful fit, I sometimes sit 

And muse upon my fellow-men : 
The motley world must e'en to school. 

For there is good 
In every blood. 
And saving salt in many a fool. 

2. 
Of brain and brawn, of gift and grade. 

The naked truth must soon appear ; 
The foppish airs, the unctuous prayers, 

The gilding and the gay veneer 
Of hj'pocrite and charlatan. 

Why care to scorn ? 
Let others fawn. 
We know the honest gentleman. 
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3. 
There is an inner government 

"Wliicli nioTilds the laws by which we live, 
That knows no tricks, or politics, 
Or party feuds. Conservative, 
And Socialist, and Democrat, 

Are ready names 
For selfish aims. 
The soul's stni session mocketh at. 

4. 

How various are the pious creeds 

From Michael's Mount to John o' Groats ! 
What different ways of prayer and praise 

Unceasing fill a million throats ! 
How many a preacher has his plan 

Mapping the road 
To Heaven's abode. 
Yet cannot plumb the plainest man ! 



HOW THE NINETEENTH CENTUEY POET 
APPEALS TO THE TENDEE FEELINGS 
OF THE PUBLIC. 

U 

When he is gone, and slumbers deep under the yew-tree 

shade 

(Beautiful Earth ! lie lightly over your lover's breast !), 

More perfect lips than his will whisper the songs he made. 

And purer hearts than his will muse on the things he 

thought. 
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2. 
Say ! does your eye rejoice in the curve of a bindweed-bell ? 
Or, when the long-haired corn, swept by a wandering 
breeze. 
Sighs like a secret harp 'neath the touch of a sunset-speU, 
Has your bosom a sister-string that thrills with the self- 
same breath ? 

3. 
Does the gleam of a distant cloud, ragged but fringed 
with fire, 
At the edge of a far horizon, lost in a dreamy haze, 
Brim you with solemn hope that the summit to which we 
aspire 
Is a fact (no dreamy mist) to be won in the length of 
days? 

4. 
Do you find that blessedness lies in greeting whate'er 
befalls, 
Weaving life's straw to gold, not wishing the world 
away? 
Do you look for the good of evil, the balm of the hurt 
that gaUs, 
With a luminous will unimpeded threading the gentle 
way? 

5. 
But, last and most, do you know, in the rush and glare 
of life. 
In the battle of beliefs, of a beautiful fountain-head. 
Hidden too deep in the heart to be tainted by doubt or 
strife ? 
Then, hush! I have sealed you mine in this mood 
with a gift from the dead. 
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TWILIGHT. 



1. 



TviLiGHT descends, the hour grows late, 
A peaceful beauty softly falls, 

A lonely rook wings home to mate, 
The distant cuckoo faintly calls, 

The gnats are sleeping in the sedge. 

2. 

The sweet laburnum streaming, showers 
Its petals on the dewy ground ; 

Silence has folded up the flowers. 
And fading daylight hears no sound 

Save of a cricket in the hedge. 



Beneath the charm of such a spell, 
No soul, however tempest-tost. 

But finds an inward peace to tell 
His struggling spirit, "All is well; 

Hours given to beauty are not lost." 
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ACTIVITY. 

1. 
The morn is up, the lark runs wild, 

I heard a voice on hill and lea 
Shout, " Summer's hymeneal child 

Dawns, flushed with orient love for thee : " 
" Welcome ! young queen of cloudless skies, 
June is the month for enterprise." 

2. 
" Nature is working everywhere, 

Eise up ! nor longer rust alone : 
There 's bread to win, and truth to share ; 

Moss does not mat the rolling stone ; 
And when swift youth is overpast, 
Frost binds the running rivers last." 



COAL AND SOUL. 
1. 

I SIT in dusk, the firelight gleams, 
Brown shadows tremble on the wall, 

My soul is visited by dreams : 

" Men's dreams," you cry, " are shadows all." 

2. 

But these brown shadows on the wall 

Are fed and flung by fiery coals, 
And dreams, howe'er ethereal, 

Can spring alone from fiery souls. 
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BLOOD AND MOOD. 

1. 

All day I swept the frozen mere, 

With willow fringed and withered sedge, 

TiU — blest be they that can endure — 
I mastered well the outside edge. 

2. 

I circled deftly on the right. 

One foot was firm, by dint of will ; 

But, struggle stoutly as I might, 
Alas ! the left was stubborn still. 

3. 

AU day, within my twin-lobed brain — 
For brain and limb are oft allied, — 

My mind slips from the lighter vein. 
And leans upon the sadder side. 



A STOIC. 

1- 
Deem him a man who often bled, 

And father of a great idea. 
He nursed it, tiU. he had outsped 

His age, on wings of hope and fear. 
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2. 
Deem Mm a man who never quailed, 

Contented to be left obscure, 
And never sighing say, " He failed : " 

Though others faltered, he was sure. 

3. 
King in the kingdom of his mind, 

He on a sacred essence fed ; 
Leaving a stainless name behind. 

He sleeps — oh, never call him dead ! 



SONG. 

1. 
For the linnet-bird its nestUng, 

Eor the butterfly a flower. 
For the swallow the dominion 

Of the air, for love a bower. 

2. 

I shall see her in the chancel, 

Watch her standing, kneeling there ; 
See the Sabbath on her features, 

And the sunlight in her hair. 

3. 

Oh, her foolishness is wiser 
Than the wisdom of the wise. 

And I hunger like a miser 
For the greeting of her eyes. 
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He; 



LOVE'S DIALOGUE. 



He: 



"'Ir you love me, linger longer, 

Red lips are not alway red ; 
Love, with all the nymphs that throng her, 

Twines her snood around my head : 
Kiss me, if you love me — kiss me 
Showers of kisses, sweetest kisses, 

Soft as blossoms newly shed ! " 



She: 



"I must go, no longer linger. 
Swift to love is slow to mate ; 

Love is strong, yet many wrong her, 
Be not too precipitate : 

Though I grieve thee, yet believe me — 

Ah ! believe me, though I grieve thee, 
Passion is a passing state." 



" By thy tongue, that stoic traitor. 
Be that cruel speech unsaid ; 

Love 's the law of the Creator, 
Nothing greater hath He made 

(So I hold thee, so I fold thee. 

Rapturously behold and fold thee) 
Than the love of man and maid." 
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She: 

"Is my tongue a cruel ' traitor' ? 

Would' st thou have that word unsaid ? 
Love dilates when ruin waits her, 

Love must bleed as love has bled ; 
For to use it is to lose it — 
Is to lose it or abuse it — 

Ah ! 'tis sweetest fancy-fed." 



ISABEL'S SONG. 

1. 
Ai/AS ! to-morrow, ere "the shepherd calls 

His mournful flock across the western hill, 
When shadows wrap the ruined castle walls, 

And one pale star leans o'er my window-sill, 
I shall be lonely — he wiU leave me then. 

2. 

WUl he that loves me not come back again. 
When leafless forests locked in links of rime 

Bow down their hoary plumes, and their mute pain 
Brings to my breast that unforgotten time : 

Speak heart, and tell me, will he come again ? 

3. 
To-morrow, and to-morrow's melodies 

The lips may utter, they must be no more : 
When sweet Hfe ebbs like song into the skies. 

And I stand stricken on Death's threshing-floor: 
Break heart, but tell me he wUl greet me then ! 



78 The Ballad of Pity 



aAIEMOEY SONG. 



1. 



When work is finislied, the hour g^own late, 

And Sabbath bells ceased peaUng, 
When embers sinking in the grate 

PHng shadows on the ceiling, 
When you sit alone, Kke a stiU grey stone, 
And dream of the old days dead and gone, 
Marie ! Marie mine, mine no more, 
Can years to come be years of yore, 
To help the heart from grieving ? 



Clear springs wUl well in the violet-wood. 

And the happy thrush be shaking 
Tine dew from her feet, to bring fresh food 

To nestlings early waking : 
The linnet will call from the churchyard wall. 
But you and I wiU not hear him call : 
Marie ! Marie mine, mine no more. 
Can years to come be years of yore ? 
No, no — there 's no retrieving. 
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"WHAT EEMAINS." 

'Tis New Year's night, the snow lies white 

On roof and parapet, 
O'er many a dome and fireside home 

The hasty sun has set, 
The stars are late, with weary gait 

The moon climbs up the steep, 
O'er withered woods softly she broods, 

"With the new moon fast asleep. 

Trom old cathedral's fretted vault, 

Imperious fancies bringing, 
A musical prayer pulses the air, 

The choristers are singing : 
Their voices on the wings of healing:' 

Blow o'er the drifted snow ; 
I hear proud diapasons pealing, 

The gothic windows glow ; 
O'er fresco rich and dusty niche 

Within a faint light falls 
Prom vestal lamp, and beads of damp 

Eoll down the troubled walls : 
Shadowed by gloom of many a tomb 

The living people kneel, 
On such a night of which I tell, 
From orat'ry and sombre cell, 

Shade linked with shade could steal, 



8o The Ballad of Pity 

And flutt'ring o'er the fore-bent heads 
Of those mute worshippers, 

Mutter a blessing and repeat 
The spell of stolen years. 

" For suns may rise and moons may set, 
And white hairs linger till December, 
Some days there are we must remember, 
Some deeds we can't forget." 



INFEEENCES. 



The young leaves whispering on the silver birch 
Are scarce more frail or tremulous than I : 

^' Where is the end of aU. this anxious search 
For truth ? " "In life, no end," is their reply. 

2. 

■"■ Then how must I meet life, which like a stream 
Drops headlong down the gorge of ignorance?" 

Leaves answer : " All you see is but a dream. 
Meet it with stoical indifference." 

3. 

^' 'Life but a dream' ? Ah ! leaves, I know too well. 

Pain bums us through with Life's reahty ; 
And could we love, if love were but a spell 

Dissolved by death's uncertain certainty ? 
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3. 

" No ! cheat me not. Did Nature mould the sky, 
That rounds Earth's magic apple like a rind, 

To mock ? Why such a curtain, if the eye 
May not divine an ample stage behind? " 



THE SONQ OF CHAELEMAGNE. 

1. 
What is this firmament. 
This hollow firmament ? 
It is my great Sire's ancient drinking cup, 
Brimming with nectar fine. 
And starry bubbles shine ; 
I feel a glorious thirst 

To drink it up ; 
Though I go under first, 
I '11 drink it up. 
By God ! I 'U drink it up. 

2. 
What is this firmament, 
This swinging firmament ? 
It is my great Sire's heavy hollow bell, 
Rings in the centuries. 
Men walk beneath like flies. 
And tremble iu its womb. 

To feel it swell. 
Big with the birth of doom ; 
'Tis Heaven or HeU — 
Bim, bom, 'tis Heaven or HeU. 
6 
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A FACTOEY HAND. 

1. 

I LOATHE the very name of town, 
A desert place of callous feet : 

No time a girl can call her own, 
No time to sit, no time to eat ; 

But hurry, scurry, work and sweat. 
Early to rise and late to bed, 
"With empty cupboard : sick or dead. 

Who cares? The busy soon forget. 

2. 

Up with the lark. At half -past five 

Comes in the long day's slavery. 
And lasts till ijight : while I survive, 

So grinds this flesh machinery ; 
Plenty to fill my place at length 

"When I give in, as give I must, — 

Even machinery will rust. 
And I have but a woman's strength. 



The honest poor, a less'ning throng. 

Mid leave the world to fraud and force ; 

Chicanery will triumph, strong 

Trample the weak : It is the curse 

Of yellow gold, the dastard strife 
I execrate. Ah ! God in Heaven, 
Gold is the mad fermenting leaven 

That taints the wholesome bread of Hfe. 
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They took me from my mother's home 
While still our weeping ash was green : 

Oh, surely I was daft to come 

To London — " Up to see the Queen?" 

They laughed : the carrier too was witty — 
"And may-be happen, when ye.'re there. 
Ye '11 see a mouse aneath her chair ; 

Just catch 'un for me, ther 's a pretty ! " 



Alas ! my silly foolishness, 

It makes me smile, although 'tis sad. 
I seem to see the pink print dress, 

With bows and sash to match, I had ; 
And a waU-paper covered box 

To hold my wardrobe when I married. 

And wrapt with newspaper I carried 
A tutty of sweet peas and stocks. 



6. 

Besides a smooth black Bible, given 

Me by the clergyman to read. 
And guide me on the way to Heaven, 

Sold under cost for tenpenee — Bread ! 
They never sell bread under cost — 

How can smooth Bibles help our needs ? 

It is the hungry heart that bleeds 
Por human love, the crushed, the lost. 
6 * 



84 The Ballad of Pity 



I had five shillings in my purse 
When I arrived at Paddington ; 

Since then it 's gone from bad to worse, 
Dazed, tricked, and tempted, aj'e undone. 

Is this the crown of Christian deeds ? 
I would go home, but mother 's dead, 
The sod lies silent on her head. 

Our garden must be full of weeds. 



I left my home one Autumn morn. 

And ever, just about the Fall, 
I have in mind the vicarage lawn, 

High elm- trees and the orchard wall ; 
And how the Vicar's son would pass 

To buy tobacco at the shop. 

Or read while robin sang, then stop 
To push a roller along the grass. 

9. 

Were I a man, I 'd be ashamed . . . 

(Thank God I'm not — the selfish brood!) 
To wear an article that 's framed 

And glazed with helpless women's blood : 
I 'd never rest until I went 

With those who share such tyranny, 

And learnt the Christian reason why 
From those fat fools in Parliament. 
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10. 
Ah ! but I have my world of dreams, 

Sorrow and anguish enter never, 
And a garden fed by flowing streams 

Where I am beautiful for ever. 
And wander, wonderfully drest : 

London lights, ceaseless rain, 

"Why weep, when Spring will come again ? 
God knows that women are oppressed. 



■CHEISTMAS-EVE AT THE BARON'S CASTLE. 

1. 
The carpets heaving like a racer's chest 

Told of the tempest's march ; the bellowing wind 
Down hollow chimney, and in swallow's nest 

'Neath IHied cornice clinging, strove to blind 
Bare Winter's gaze. Speed past, unwelcome guest ; 

For high in castle hall and festal state, 

The Baron sets good cheer alike for small and great. 

2. 
Dark Isabel, with hand of jessamine, , 

Played catch and carol on an old spinnet ; 
E'en through the gloom of years I can divine 

Her profile, and the way her fingers met 
The yellow keys : over her, wreaths of pine 
With ivy hung, ivy that never yields. 
And sprays of fiery touch gleaned from shorn harvest 
fields. 
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3. 

In a dark alcove hover, gaily drest, 

A g^oTip of minstrels, all in ready trim, 
With bold bassoon and violin at breast, 

Maiden and man, to render Pearsall's hymn 
(To-day those singing shadows are at rest) 

Or Pergolisi's gloria at the hour. 

But first the famous ballad of DumferUne Tower. 



4. 

But these not j'et, for with persuasive grace 
Isabel turned toward her father near, 

" Father, come — is 't not a fitting place ? — - 
Your song of old, you sing but once a year" 

(Sad memory stole across the Baron's face) ; 

" Oh, say not nay : blue burns the log and bright. 
And all the world keeps annual carnival to-night I 



" Sing how on Christmas-Eve " (old tale of woe), 
" In the polished haU, upon the marriage feast 

Of Level and his bride, long, long ago. 
When all at last, from greatest unto least. 

Were tired of dancing, sparkling with the glow 
Of love's new dignity, proud Level's bride 
Broke merrily from her guests, and sped away to hide. 
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" How, far away she spied an oaken chest, 

And straight with satin train and shoe she slid 

Inside, one hand laid on her panting breast : 
But out alack ! the heavy-stapled lid 

Shut with a sudden snap. Vaguely she guess'd ' 
Why Level tarried, minutes multiplied, 
The stifling horror grew ; — feebly she shrieked and 
sighed ! 



"In vain they searched and sought the whole night 
Each creek and cranny of the Baron's hall, [through 

In vain they shouted till the morning dew 
Shook frozen on the grass at matin-fall. 

In vain the haggard bridegroom swept anew 
Th' astonished chambers ;. for the lady lay 
Asleep with Death, not Lovel, on her bridal day. 

8. 

" Sing, Father," — "Sing," the jocund guests appraised: 
And straight the stately music roU'd along 

The wrinkled ceiling, and the old man raised 
His voice, and trolled the ballad out full strong, 

While every reverent minstrel musing, gazed 
Upon the old man's face and withered locks. 
Like winter roses blanched and tossed by tempest 
shocks. 
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TEANSCENDENTALISM. 

1. 

Only in Spring the love-bird sings, 
The rose is soon blown ; 

Joy has a pair of sprouting wings, 
Hovers, and is gone. 



Friendship ! how beautiful a friend 

Ever true, pearl-pure ! 
Alas ! this " ever true " has an end ; 

But love wiU endure. 

3. 

Let birds want song, spring iiowers lose bloom, 

Friends fade, sorrows heal ; 
But love wlU tarry till trump of doom, 

And the sods unseal. 

4, 
What ! can the soul want more than this 

"Who is Nature's guest '? 
Yes ; give to Love Love's lawful kiss. 

Pass on, win the best. 

5. 

And waiting eyes will by-and-by 

Scan a wider scene : 
Love, sweet enough ; but we sigh 

For the fabled bean! 
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SUSPENSE. 

A KEEN gust sways the avenue trees, 
The chilly air grows thicker ; 

I draw the curtain, by degrees 
My heart beats quiclrer — 
Quicker ! will he forget her ? 

He in whose power 
Lies the whole weight, 

Happy to render 
Or desolate ! 

Oh, love's surrender 
Is second fate ! 

Anything 's better 

Than waiting and moping. 

And weeping and hoping. 
Bound by love's fetter. 

my heart, how time lags ! 

Hark ! a footstep on the flags ! 

A heavy rap, 

A snap 

Of the letter-box, 
Joy ! my letter ! 



go The Ballad of Pity 



A COMMON CASE. 

1. 
Ir only you were sitting here 

Beside me on this horsehair sofa, 
"We would not change our lot for all 
The wealth of Ophir. 

2. 
Quite by ourselves ! Draw to the fire, 

And warm your feet upon the fender ; 
And I may hold your white right hand, 
Love's first surrender. 

3. 
And we should silent sit awhile. 

And search amid the magic embers 
For something life too soon forgets. 
But love remembers. 

4. 
Then might I break the spell, and ask 

" How fares it with your painter brother ?" 
Then you would look at me, and we 
Should kiss each other. 

5. 
Then I might add another word. 

And, gazing, praise a blushing dimple ; 
And, whispering, you will answer me, 
"Passion is simple." 

6. 
Alas ! I 'm dreaming : true enough. 

This should have been the place we sat in ; 
But I survive on nothing a j'ear, 
And you, teach Latin. 
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And laoe me in thine arms till Philomel 

Grow hoarse, and utter heaven be ours at last. 

I feel a giant with the splendid spell 
Of woman's beauty on me. Lily-Saint ! 

Thy lips are holy laws : " 'Tis good to fast, 
And there is ecstasy in self-restraint." 



LIFE'S MISSAL. 

Within the time-claspt missal of my fate. 

Writ to be kept and conned by generations 
Not born, some leaves there are which bear the freight 

Of dolor, and the soul's lone lamentations ; 
Leaves are there fragrant with perpetual youth, 

And some are sprent with fancy's crimson dust : 
Can intuition stumble on the truth ? 

Sweet missal ! thou hast pages wrought in trust. 
Chapters of actions, loves of interest. 

Melodious bursts of influential breath ; 
Moods heavy, blent with longings for the best : 

So fills apace this book of doom, and Death 
Will scrawl his finis soon ; but my dismissal. 
Or yours, will never change the blackbird's whistle. 
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